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were a few sticks gathered, and halta corner of the park are six pictur-
esque lakes. - -

THE WIDE AWAKE CIRCLE

DEPARTMENT
- i) J n :m

1

heard ; so little Betty sat down to her
dinner In silence. ; , '

"It must have been a pretty funny
tea party," she thought; but she didn't
say a word. v -

KATHERTOE GORMAN, Age 10.
Versailles. . .

', Jake's Mistake.
Jake was a slim boy with dark hair

and brown eyes. His father was a car-
penter. Ha had steady work and kept
Us family In comfort.

Ezra, an old farmer, called Old
Grouch by the boys, lived at the edge
of the town. He raised fruit and vege-
tables mainly, but raise a few pota
toes and corn for himself. -

Jake lUied sweet things. This was
why he liked watermelons. He knew
Old Groudh raised them, and he deter-
mined to get one. Wednesday was a
flay when it was Old Grouch's custom
to go to the village to get supplies.
Jake Chose this day .to get a water-
melon. :

. He went about S o'clock In the af-
ternoon. He reached the field about
quarter past X, chose a large water-
melon, and was on his way back when
he heard a voice. He knew it was
Old Grouch. and he started running.

Jake got over the fence safely when

I M

BOYS AND GI2LS
it

Rules for Young Writers. '

1. Write 'plainly on one' aide of thepaper only, and' number the pages.
2. .; Use pen, and Ink, tiot pencil.
3. Bhort and pointed - articles ' will

be gfven preference.' Do not use. over
250 fforda- t- r , -

. Original stories or, letters only
Will be used.- - -

6, j Write your name, age and ad-
dress plainly at: tfae 'bottom of the
story. , ,

Address all' communications to Uncle
Jed. Bulletin Office. x

"Whatever you are Be" that !

Whatever you say Be trust
r Straightforwardly act,

Sim honest-4- n fact,
. Be nobody else but you." ..

POETRY.

:. The Nighty Express.
, By Homer-- ' Greene.

A royal ; game Is the night express.
When the work oft the day is done;

When the lamps drive out the lonelir

And the, grate Are glows in its deep
receas. . v -

. And the winter night creese on.
"Now come! " I say to my four-yea- r-

..'.,- OKI, -- ;?v '

"The hour for the game Is here,
Ton be the fireman big and bold,

j And fll be the engineer."

A train of chairs in a faultless row.
With' one high chair at the head

"Now. all aboard! - Time's up, you
,now,

Ting-a-Un- gt toot! toot!" and away we
; go, r:.

'
:." . ' r- v

While the furnace 'Are Is fed.
"Steam up! Speed on! for the night

is cold,.
.. Ana h track ahead is clear."
A thrilling ride for the fireman bold,

Ana a Joy " to the engineer. t
Through', farm and .forest we thunder

; on, .. ',:..'.'
And our light shines far ahead.

But JJXk) O deary, the "bridge is
Vjgonet.

A wreck there'll he la the ghostly
:idawn,:.

And a train In the river's bed!"
He drops the tools that he sought to

hold, n i f'

And- - his eyes grow1 wide with fear;
One leap; and he's safe, is the fire-

man bold, f; ,
i In the arms of the engineer.

It's many a year since the night ex-- I
press ' t

Went thundering down to the hay;
' And a bearded man in a soldier's dress

Is he .who sprang to my quick caress
"vtjhen the bridge was washed away.

Yet I dream.'; as the winter nights
grow cold, " ,

Of the' nights of an elder year,
When my four-year-o- ld was the fire-

man bold.
And I was the engineer.

LETTERS OF. ACKNOWLEDGMENT
It

Mary Av Burriil, of Stafford Springs'
you many times for the nice

prize book you sent me, entitled, Miss
Pat at School. I have started to read
it and like it very much;

Katharine Inman, of Versailles I re-
ceived the; nice prize book you sent
me entitled. The Campflre Girls on
the March. I think-i-t is, very inter-
esting- J. thank. you;very much" for it.

Gladys Houie, of 'Stafford Springs
I thaok-lyo- very much for the prize
book entitled, .', The Outdoor Chums. I ishave read the book and found it very
interesting. .. I . of

Flossie Meyer, of Taftvtlle I thank
you for the prize book you sent me.
I have read it through and have loaned
it to one of my friends and she thinks
it is. very interesting.

Edward Woran,'' of Norwich I thank ofyou for my interesting prize book. I
have read it all, through and will ..write
again. " ' Y .

Josephine Bovoricka, of West Wil-Hngt- on

I thank you very much for
the prize book you sent me, The Blue
Bird and Other Tales of France, I
like it very much.
- Emily Hopkins, of Plainfleld I

burned matches that has been struck'.in tne - useieaa --endeavor to ianite- - the I

wooo. lay scattered on the surface of
the snow.

"Look at the little make-belie- ve

popgun," said one hunter to the oth-
er, in a quivering voice; "Honest
to goodness, I believe he's started out
to hunt game lust as hia daddv. ia in
the habit of doing, and got lost. Buthe must- - be nearly frozen. Let's set

Are going and thaw him out in ahurry!' . - -

After a roaring fire had been made
and the little chao thorough
ly warmed, they decided to carry him
back to their lodge. They took turns
for he was no light burden, and snow
shoes are not easy-goin- g foot wear.

xne two nunters remainina on
guard at the camp, upon hearing their
chums' voices, started to meet them
and they asked if they were carrying
home some bacon for supper, but great
was tneir dellaht when thev saw the
little "curly-heade- d laddie." and it was
not long alter that he regained bissenses and ate a hearty meal.

nttie cnari was tongue-tie- d and
so could not tell his name, so one of
them asked all the names he could
recollect but none flitted his father'sso they were helpless. They found
out his father's name at any rate, for
they named the owner's of the camp in
their vicinity and when the right name
was guessed he was taken to his
home.

LILLIAN M. BREHAUT.
East Norwich, N. T.

A Pet Squirrel.
My mother spends the summer at an

old house in the country. Back of
this house is a beautiful - garden,
where mother likes to sit and sew on
line days.

Mother Is very kind to animals, and
has made friends with a squirrel that
lives in a tree nearby. The squirrel
is not a bit afraid. It will run up
mothers chair and sit on her should
er. Sometimes mother put some
nuts in her pocket. Then the squirrel
will raper until )t gets hold of ths
nuts when it will run on.

At one time mother used to wear a
black comb that was very high. What
do you think the squirrel would do?
It would sit on mother's shoulder, and
as It ate the nuts would drop the
shells on her head in front of the
comb. Wasn't that cunning?

GERALDINE GAREAU. Age 9.
Baltic.

A Shlpwreowk.
'. It was pouring rain, and as the
children could not go out doors to
play, they stood by a window, looking
int j tne street.

Grandfather, who was resting In his
easy chair, heard little Maurice say

"When I am a man, I Intend to be a
sailor.

"A sailor," repeated grandfather. "I
hope not. my chilcL I hope not. It is a
very, very hard life. I know some
thing; about it, for I went to sea, many
years ago.

"A story, a story!" cried the chll
dren, and tbey ran across the room.
ana fathered around the old man.

"When I was. young," grandfather
began, "I had to go to England on
business for my father, and as there
were not many steamers in those days.
I went In a sailing vessel.

"We were at sea about a week when
a storm arose. The sky became dark.
the wind blew, and the waves were
higher than the sides of the ven-e- l. It
was awful to see nothing but sky and
wates, and no ship in sight, and no
one near to help us.

"For hours the storm kept ort. and.
at last, when the masts were gone and
the ship was filled with water, we got
Into the small boats, and rowed off.
For three days we sailed about on
the lonely sea. not knowing whether
we would ever see land or home again
but, at last we were picked up by a
vessel and carried into port.

"Ch&nsre your mind, my son. said
grandfather, as he patted Maurice on
the head. "Change your mind, and
choose some other life than a sailor's
life. -

LORETTA H. PICHE. Age 12.
Norwich.

Fluffy White.

ef a kitten very much and one day a
little gray kitten came to our house,
and as as nc one seemed to own it I
thought I would keep it, so I named
it Fluffy.

When it came to my house It was
tired and sleepy, so I gave it some
warm milk, but it was sick and soon
died. I missed my kitty very much.
so my brother got me a pure white
Kitten, so 1 named her Fluffy White.
Fluffy does many things. She will situp like a rabbit and play with a ball
or a string. She will sit on the car-
pet sweeper and have a long ride
when mamma uses it.

Fluffy sleeps on a little pillow In
the cellar by the furnace.

CAROLINE I. BRITTIN. Age 9..
Norwich.

LETTERS TO UNCLE JED.
Oibbie's First Dsy Out.

Glbbie was a street waif without
a home. His home was the whole city,
Every street had been to him as an
other hail in his own house, every
lane as a passage from one room to
the 'other. He never thought of ever
leaving the city. One day he decided
to leave the city and go to the country.
He told no one of his leaving the city,
for he had no friends to tell his
troubles to.

Soon after he left the city. He left
the city running all the way. For
the first time in his life the father- -
lees, motherless, brotherless, sister
less waif of the city, felt himself
alone.

The country people did not look
friendly as they were in his town. He
was getting uncomfortable and when
re saw anyone he would hide. His feet
were getting tired from his fast trot.
his hardened feet, soon Knew the rif
ference of the roads. In the city and
country.

All day the spring weather continu
ed. The sun would shine for a few
minutes and then would go behind the
clouds. fnow fell which melted In
a moment.

Glbhie was never afraid of the dark-
ness but this night hs feared some-
thing. But before it got darker, he
at last found a place to stay over
night. He climbed over a gate, the
nearest building being an open shed,
not far from that was a dog house,
but the dog was absent. This house
was covered with straw. Gabble crept
In. got as much straw on him as be
could, and soon fell asleep.

In a few minutes he was awakened
by the dor's conversation with a boy.
He chained the dog and left. Gabble,
thinking taht the dog would bite, start-
ed to bark and they made friends
with each other. Gabble fell to pat-
ting and kissing and hugging the dog
as If he had been human, glad of
anv company or companion.

They both were tired and fell
asleep. Gabble with his head on the
dog's back. and the dog every now
and then turning his-hea- d to lick
Gabble's face.

The dog's supper-- was brought and
the iboth had eaten It together. Next
morning Gabble was up early and was
leaving while the dog was wagging his
tall and looking wistfully up In Gabble's
face, Gabbie understood --him and un-
did his collar. The dog rushed off.
he cleared the gate at a bound and
scouring madly across the field, van
ished from sight: and Gabble, too, set
out to continue his Journey.

- FLORENCE GATESKL

Suggestions For Christmas Gifts.
f Dear Uncle Jed; I hope my su- -

In the center of the Dark Is a large
building, the menagerie, a small but
wonderful collection of live animals,
birds and fishes in the arsenal build-
ing, which is also the executive Quar
ters of the department of parks. The
park contains the Metropolitan Mu-
seum of Art and the Obelisk, a monu
ment said to have been made in theyear 1500 B. 'C, which was given to
the city of New- - York in 1S77 by the
Khedive of . Egypt. .Altogether Central
Park ranks 'by common consent among
the most beautiful- - pleasure grounds of
tne wona. , -

: -
Bronx park is also a lovely park.

It is seven hundred nineteen, acres on
either side of the Bronx river, a small
stream which broadens into lakes and
ponds and has a fall at 'the lower end
of the park. Bronx park reaches from
180th street to 206th street. The north-
ern part is occupied by the New York
Botanical Gardens and the southern
part by the Zoological park.

itiverslde parte , in Riverside iDrlve
on the river front, a finely wooded
natural ' terrace with winding paths.
is a beautiful park. I saw many other
parks while I was In New York, --but
none attracted me as did Central Park.

SARAH BECKER, Age IS.
Norwich

The Story of Naaman.
Lens. Ioriar ago there lived ' in - the

country of 3yria a man named Naa
man. ne was very ricn ana a ntvuius
of the king, and he was captain of all
the king's soldiers. But for all this
he was not happy, for ha was a leper.
He had a terrible disease called dep-rosy,

which caused the skin to turn
wnite as enow.

Now it happened that once some of
the Syrian, soldiers had stolen a little
girl from Israel and she had become a
servant to Naaman's wife. The people
of Syria worshipped idols, while the
people of Israel worshipped tne true
God, and so the little girl knew of the
prophet Elisha who lived "in Israel.
She told her mistress about the prophet
who could cure Naaman.

. When Naaman s wife heard this, she
told her husband about it and he was
glad that there was someone who
could cure him. so he told the king
and asked him if he could go on the
journey, and the king consented.

He gave Naaman a letter to give the
king of Israel which told about Naa-
man and his leprosy.. Naaman got
ready lor tne journey, taxing witn
him much gold and silver and many
servants.

When the king of Israel read the let
ter he was very much troubled, for he
thought the king of Syria wanted to
make war against him, so he rent his
ciotnes, which was the way to snow
grief in those days.

When Elisha heard about it be said
to the king: -- -

"Send Naaman to me and 2 will cure
him."

So Naaman went to .Klisha's house
and Elisha sent someone to tell him
to dip himself in the river Jordan
seven times.

Naaman was very angry because
Elisha did not come himself to make
him well at once, for he thought him
self greater than Elisha.

He eaid: '"Why did Elisha send me
to the river Jordan to wash? Are not
the rivers of Syria as good as the
ones of Israel?" . And he turned away
In rage.

But Naaman had wise servants who
at last persuaded him to dip himself
in the river Jordan seven .times, and
his flesh came clean and he had lep
rosy no longer.

Naaman now called ihimself Elisha s
servant, while before he thought him-
self much grander. He tried many
times to give Elisha rich presents, but
Elisha told him he did not cuqs people
for money; it was God who gave him
the power, and so he sent Naaman
aome in peace.

MARY A. BURRTl.Ti, Age 13.
Stafford Springs.

A Thunder Storm.
It was a hot day in July. The sun'srays were unmerciful as they poured

down upon ttoe little town. It had not
rained for a long time. The grass was
growing brown and flowers drooped
their pretty heads for want of rain.Everything seemed half asleep. The
birds flitted noiselessly from tree to
tree.

About 3 o'clock in the afternoon dark
clouds were seen in the sky. Darker
and darker they grew. A muffled rum-
bling and a rolling was heard in the
distance. It seemed as if the very
heavens would break asunder. Thor
must have been very angry, for never
before bad there been such a rolling
and a rumbling. Ndw and then a flash
of lightning lit up the darkened sky,
followed by peals of thunder.

Suddenly it started to rain. Faster
and faster came the rain until it seem-
ed as if it could rain no harder. Soon
little pools of water were formed In
the- streets. For one hour it poured,
and then abated. It soon stopped
raining.

The dark clouds soon passed awav.
The birds started to twitter and the
flowers seemed glad, for they raised
their drooping heads.

A rainbow of the most beautiful
colors imaginable was seen stretching
across the sky, showing that through
all the centuries God ttiad not forgotten
his promise to Noah; and so ended the
thunder storm.

FLOSSIE MEYER, Age 14.
Taftville.

. The Boston Tea Party.
Betty was coming home from church,

holding her father's hand as she walk-
ed. It was in Boston in December,
many years ago.

"Oh, father!" said the little maid.
"See that great ship in the iharbor!"

"Yes," said her father, "that is thetea ship." .
"But I thought we were not going

to unnK any more tea?" said Betty.
"Mother says we must like raspberry
leaves since King George made us pay
a tax."

"King George cannot make us pay
the tax if we do not .buy the tea, littledaughter. Run home to mother now,
and I will come by and by. Buttonyour cloak about your neck. This east
wind is sharp and cold." "

A few nights after this Betty bad astrange dream. She thought she-wa-

in her little bed watching her motheras sne sat sewing- - in ,the other room.
Suddenly the outer drfor opened and AnIndian in war paint and feathers
walked into the room.
.. Betty looked at her mother, exneet.
ing to. see her start in terror; but she
went on starting to sew as If no one
had come in. Betty could not believe
he eyes.

"Did they succeed?" asked her moth
er at iast. . .
"We succeeded," waa the answer In

excellent English for an Indian. "We
tnrew it an into the harbor."

"All of it?" asked Betty's mother.
nou net:- - said the Indian, "andgood night's work it was. too!"

Then he went Into the kitchen andBetty .knew no more till morninar.- -
t She did not speak of her dream lestner motner migmt tmnK sne had eaten

too much seeacaxs the jnght before.
'Another strange thing happened.

j. ne pignt. alter mat fetty was playlng soldier with a red cloak, her fa
ther's boots and her tin sword. When
her mother called her to dlnnr, shepuuea on tae Doots in a nurry. some
thing fell out on the floor.

"Why, mother!" said Betty. "Why.
mother! There's tea in father's boots!"

"Is there?" said her mother calmly,
as if there were nothing remarkable
about that. "Well, father went to
tea party last night."

Betty longed to ask a dozen aues
tions; but in those days children were
often told they were to be seen, not

..i. ..a. irv ihukIi...... 'fftr mv; nlcntunuiv ' j w 9 " v

prize book. I have read it through and
louna it very interesting. -

,

THE WINNERS O PRIZE BOOKS.

1 Alio '. Gorman, of" Versailles
Bockers.

2 Geraldina Gareau, of Baltic His
Lordship's Juppy. - - ,

ft Marion . Deusteh, of - Baltlc-fMi-ss

Tat at School,. it
4 Sarah Becker, of Norwich Grace

Harlowe's Sophomore Tear,
5 Mary A. Burriil, of' Stafford

Springs Phil Bradley at the Wheel.
6 Lillian M. Brehaut, of East Nor-

wich, N. he Club at Crow's Cor-
ner. ' '

t Vers Melnness. of Norwich The
Automobile Girls' at Washington.

8 Clifford Conflden, of Moosup
Phil Bradley's Snowshoe Trail. .

Winners of books living In the ;ity
may call at the Buletin business bus-
iness office for them at any hour after
10 a. m. Thursday.

UNCLE-JED'- S TALK TO WIDE
'

AWAKES. '"'.'"

Uncle Jed" hopes none of his Wide-Awak- es

are finding it necessary to be
better than usual just now so as to
increase their Christmas presents, or
to make themselves seem worthy - of
having courteous attention when they
are not.--- .

It is a mistake for parents to hire
children' to be good, and the super-
ficial goodness displayed tc- - holiday
purposes W. not praiseworthy. Being
good to get anything is a bad habit
Everybody should be good and oblig-
ing, first because it Is the only right
thing to do, and second because it
makes life pleasanter for. themselves
and others. .... i

It Is wrong to think these immoral
actions on the part of little folks are
cunning or cute, and no one can tell
how many children take- - their first
lessons In deception from their own
parents and, friends, who smile at
tricks, which In later -- lt have be-
come a part o he charairisr of their
children and give them pain.

Being good and doing good Tor good's
sake is the right principle; and. it
Isn't always easy, although it is al-
ways best. "

Instead of lookmg'&r a-l- of pres-
ents for yourself alone, Just see if you
haven't something' you would like to
give some poor boy or girl or sick
child or neighbor for Christmas.

It Is fine to cultivate a warm and
generous heart, and those who do
kindly acts without expectation or
hope of Teward can never tell how
much Joy they have found In giving.

is real pleasure to be able to Aelp
someone feel that life Is more worth
living than they thought it was.

Do not try to be specially good for
Christmas time, bu strive to be good
all of the time. -

STORIES WRITTEN BY WIDE-
AWAKES.

't A Visit to-- New YorV Parka. '

While I was in New York cty thissummer, I went to Central Park. Itthe most important of New York'spleasure grounds, in the very heartthe city. It contains nine miles ofcarriage roads, 30 miles of footpaths
and six miles of bridle roads. About
half of the park is devoted to trees,
shrubs- and vines besides, a consider-
able natural growth of timber.

The path is entered through a scoregates and fifty ornamental bridges
and arches carry the roads and pathsover other roads or over the lakes.Conspicuous among the features of thepark are the Belvedere, an observa-tory on the highest point of ground,
the Mall, a promenade lined with sixrows of large elms, among which standmany statues of famous men. Thereare two beautiful bronze fountains, theBethesda and the Terrace. Nearby in

distinguishes her verse from that of
""w tjuuuren. une ret aiarjorie, she'"th io nave ner little joke: ,

The bird will "peck, the beast will bite.
" mcac iiimss mey nave a rightBut has a naughty Jittle- - child

A right to drive her nursie wild?
But deeper things are always at hercall; and this same poem, wrirten atine age or seven, ends with t&e following stansa:

The bird must die, the beast must die
tiowever mucn tney choose to cry;-An-

death must come to me and you
Then why make such a great to-d- o

a uttie later ehe wrote' ; a Doem
called ."Time." which I will quote intuu: s
Earth's littlA lifa

And ploughs the fields, of right and
wronf: 'The Spring bird sings his bappy

; sdng, -

The floweret, opes; then Spring is gone.
he streamlet,has his merry play.
The Dandylion shines as a sun,
TThe Birdseye twinkles as in fun.Then happy Summer goes' away.

Then" Autumn comes and turns thetrees
All brown an A ttnt.it win.O Ull VT.bUWhen Summer's hinnlnu. ho

And things are restless with tlhe breeze.
And so goes on earth's little year
- Clothed in the dress the Seasons1 give;

We live because we're born to live.And fear because we're born to fear;

This, I think, is an amazing produc-
tion for a child of. eight; the ease andcertainty of touch, the art of its struc-
ture and the depth and strength of itsarresting climax, might well beenvledby many a practiced hand.

Space forbids nv .more quotatinna.
and I will conclude with four lines of
sheer inspiration. They occur in apoem called , "War Between the
Clouds," fat which we have the account
of a conflict between black storm
clouds and a fleecy cloud which makes
for fair weather. Of the latter she
writes:
But' In that 'snowy fleecy thing

There is a greater power, .

A power which dieth in the sword '
t And liveth In the flower.

'T describe- - tie wonderful- gift by
virtue of which a child of eight can
write such, verses as this, there is no
other word than "inspiration." - ,

JANET 6. AZJDIS. '

For Infants and Children.
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Genuins Castoria
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lowed me home and I brought it in
the house and showed it to my mother.
6be allowed me to keep it and it has
become a very good pel. I have
named it Fluff.

JOHN A. BURNS, Age .
Fitch ville.

Should Behave in School.
Dear Uncle Jed: The letters and

stories In last Thursday's Circle werev
very interesting and I am glad so
many had a pleasant Thanksgiving.

I read that one -- Wide-Awake was
not going to waste any time at school
and I hope he or. she will fulfil their
promise.

The boy or girl who would be suc-
cessful In after-lif- e must lay the foun-
dation of success in youth. They
should be punctual in attendance at
school, thorough in study and good in
recitations.

The student who seeks every oppor-
tunity to idle away his time in making
sport ana amusement ror nimseu ana
fellow -- students, will live to regret the
time he has thus wasted. The happy.
Joyous, laughing boy or girl shed hap-
piness wherever they go, if they are
careful to control their gayety, and al-
low its flow in the proper place, and.
not in the schoolroom and like places,
where rules forbid this.

The boy and girl at school foretell
the future man or woman. Those who
are punctual, orderly and prompt, will
be so in after-lif- e. Those who store
the mind in youth with Knowledge
that is valuable, will possess that
which can never be lost, but will be
a means of "procuring a living. Energy
and perseverance will give them rep-
utation. Truthful, reliable and honest
youths will be trusted in a position
In after years.

It requires effort to be a good scho-
lar, it evinces brain power to be a
good student.

The earnest, intelligent worker can
be sure of gaiifing victories, and ac-
complishing grander work.

We should all strive to keep the fol-
lowing rule: "Strive to keep the golden
rulv. and learn your lessons well at
school."

JESSIE L. BREHAUT.
East Norwich, N. Y.

' Ths Story About a Colt.
Dear . Uncle Jed. When I first be-

gan to come to school some of the boys
were on the woodpile. As Mr. Bar-
ber's colt came . up, one of the boys
passed him out a piece of cake. I
went to run to the schoolhouse. I
stubbed my toe and fell down. The
colt began to run and he stepped on
my head.

My brother and another boy. picked
me up and carried me into the school-hous- e.

The colt did not have any
shoes on so it didn't hurt me very
much. My, head swelled up quite bad-
ly. -

The teacher told Mr. Barber not to
let the colt cyme on the school grounds
any more.

CLIFFORD COXGDOX. Age 12. n
Moosud. - -

ft

A Letter from Catherine,
.Dear' Uncle Jed: I have been to
school all this year and the second
grade are going to have a new reading
book this week.

I am in the second grade. I- - like to
go to school.

- My baby sister's birthday is next
week.' She was born two years ago
on Thanksgiving day. Her name is
Helena. She will not be three for a
long time. ,

My brother Henry is in the third
grade at school.

CATHERINE A. HOLDEX. Age 7.
South Windham.

A Pie-Cru- st Family.
Dear Uncle Jed: My mother had

some pie. crust left and she let me
have it. I rolled it quite thin. Then
I cut it .the shape of a gingerbread
man.

I had enough pie crust to make the
father, mother and her two little ba-
bies. After I cut them in shape I
buttered them and greased the little
babies. They were crispy and nice.

ROSE EAGAN. Age 8.
Willlmantic.
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gestions for Christmas gifts are not
too late and that some of the Wlde-- A

wakes will make one of these pin-
cushions.

The little Japanese heads are cute
and a pretty cushion can quickly be
made in this way.

Secure a little Japanese doll, one-ha- lf

yard of Dresden ribbon four In
ches wide, one-ha- lf yard of baby rib
bon and a little cotton batting, bran
or rice. Join the ribbon after cutting
off a two and one-ha- lf Inch inece.
Cover a pasteboard circle with the
piee cut off. Gather each edge of the
ribbon. Then draw up one side of
the ribbon and sew it to the circle.
After stuffing this draw up the other
side and tie arfund the doll's neck aft
er which tie the narrow ribbon, mak-
ing a bow in the back.

All kinds of doll heads are Used
for these cushions, including BiUl-kins.

Kewpies. and even Charlie
Chaplin.

Pretty flower pincushions such as
roses and daisies can be made of rib-
bon loops. Pincushions can be made
to represent vegetables, or the? may
be made of velvet in animal shapes.
Other pincushions are made in heart
and slipper shapes. All are easily
made and are suitable for Christmas
gifts.

ALICE GORMAN, Age 11.
Versailles.

Sewing Ache's.
Pear Uncle Jed: There was once

a little girl named Jessie Brown. She
had been sewing a few minutes up-
on a pillow case for her doll's bed
when rh pointed her finger along the
seam and said:

"Am I to do all this, mother?"
Her mother said. "That is not much

for a little girl, who has such a pret-
ty work-bask- et of her own."

After taking a few more stitches
Jessie said. "My thumb is sore." A
little while afterwards she said, "Oh,
my hand is so tired!"
A few more stitches and this time the

comprint was, "Oh! Ia have a pain In
mv side.

Verv soon there was something
wrong with her foot; and then her
head began to ache.

As soon as the sewing was finished
she asked, "Now may I go out to
nlsv-- "

Her voice was so cheerful that one
would hardly believe it came from the
same person who had Just been
troubled with so many ins.

"Shall I not first send for the doc-
tor " asked her mother.

"What! Have the doctor come to
see me!" said Jessie, with no little
surmise.

"Yes." said her mother. "A little
girl, who has a sore thumb, trouble
with her foot, a pain In her side, and
the headache, must be sick, and the
sooner we have the doctor the better.

"Whv. mother! they were only sew-
ing aches. I am well enough now. 1

am not tired, or sick." t
Do you know of any little girl who

has o many palps and acnes , wnen
some work is given her to do?

VERA MacINNESS, Age 11. ;

Norwich.

He Hunted Rabbits.
Dear Uncle Jed: I thought I would

write and tell you of my adventures
after a load of wood.

First we hitched up two horses.
Then we went to a place called Mill
Pasture. We got a load there. Then
we came home and unloaded it.

The next time we went to a forest
of white birches. It was an awful
rocky road. We had to go through a
ditch of mud and water. We passed
that place successfully. The road aft-
er that was filled with the branches
of white birches. After a while we
reached our destination.

I said I was going to hunt rabbits. I
took a birch stick about three feet
long and started. I went from one pile
of brush to another and didn't find
any at first.

When the men I was with began to
load the team I started a rabbit. When
I saw him I cried. "There h goes!"
I started after him, but did not get
very far when I stumbled over a stump
and fell down.

The rabbit, on the other hand, ran
into a birch tree and turned two or
three sbmersaults.

I picked myself up and started In
pursuit. Just then I saw the rabbit
turn a corner. I thought then that
my rabbit was gone. I didn't go any
further, but threw down my stick and
went to loading the team.

We then went through a place filled
with briars. I Jumped out and cut
some birches that 'were in- - the way.
We got through there successfully.
We then put on some more birches.
After we got them loaded "we came
home. -

CHARLES O. NELSON, Age IS.
North Franklin.

My Pet Kitten.
- Dear Uncle Jed: I am going to tell

you about my pet kitten. One day as
I was going to school I met a kitten.
I spoke to it and it followed me. I
left it in the dressing room and when
i KM ttut it was SUU there. It fol- -

he stumbled and fell, hitting his bead
on a rock. He waa unconscious when
Old Grouch picked him up and took
him into the house. Jake soon regain-
ed consciousness and waa ashamed.
for he knew it was wrong to steal.

Old Grouch told him it was a sin. to
steal, and told him that it was lucky
be did not go to the village.
, Jake promised Old Grouch be would
not steal again and was soon on his
way home with a watermelon under
his 'arm which Old Grouch had given
him.

Jake- - told the village boys about it
and Ezra never heard the name Old
Grouch again applied to him.

CARL. ANDERSON. Age IS.
Baltic.

'A Thanksgiving Story.
In the early times there was .a fam-

ily in Plymouth named Brown.'
They lived in a large cabin. It was

built of logs and it was bigger than
any of the other Pilgrims' cabins.

In the fall of 1600 the people of
Plymouth had a very good harvest, so
tbey planned to have a Thanksgiving
day and thank God for this blessing.
They were to have it on the last
Thursday of November.

The Browns started to get ready one
week before for the great 'feast.

They had three boys and two girls.
They were John, James. George, Alice
and Mary. The boys helped Mr. Brown
to hunt for turkeys and other wild
birds and animals. The girls helped
Mrs. Brown to do the cooking and
baking.

The day before Thanksgiving they
Invited some Indian chiefs and some
white people to come to their feast.
. They came about 10 o'clock In the
morning. They brought some deer
with them.

. When dinner came they had turkey,
roast deer, pumpkin pie and many
orher things.

After dinner the old people sat
around the fireplace and told stories.
The young people played games and
danced around the fire.

All the company went home late that
night, saying they had a very good
time. .

MARION BE0TSCH, Age 11.
Baltic.

A Haunted House.
As I was driving my cows home one

night. I thought I would take a short
cut through a field where stood
house whidh people said was haunted.
So jumping over the fence I let my
cows in and started across tne held.

As I passed this house I noticed that
the door stood open. I left my cows
where they stood eating grass and.
going .up to the house, walked in.

The desolateness of the place made
a chill go through me. The roof had
decayed and fallen In, the windows
were broken iiere and there, and the
floor and furniture was worm-eate- n.

I went upstairs, but the rooms were
in the same condition. As I neared
one room set oft from the others.
heard the clanking of chains, and the
groans of someone, in pain.

On hearing this noise I took to my
heels, and running out of the house I
gathered my cows together and started
home, arriving there very much fright
ened.

AGNES E. SCHREIER, Age 12.

The Wild Cow.
When I was young and used to roam

around over the-- courftry, gathering
watermelons in the light of the moon.
I used to think I could milk anybody's
cow, but I do not Ahink so now.
do not milk a cow any more unless
the sign is right, and it hasn t been
right for a good many years.

The last cow I tried to milk was
a common cow, born In obscurity: kind
of self-ma- de cow. I remember her
brow was low, but she wore her tail
high and she was haughty, oh, so
haughty, i. made a commonplace re-
mark to her, one that is used in the
very best of society, one that need
not have given offense anywhere. I
said: "So!" and she ,soed."

Then I told her to "hist? and she
hlsted. But I thought she overdid it.
She put too much expression In It.

Just then I heard something crash
through the window of the barn and
tall with a dull, sickening thud on the
outside. The neighbors came to see
what it was that caused the noise.
They found that 1 had done It is get-
ting through the window.

I asked the neighbors If the barn
was still standing. They said it was.

Then I asked if the cow was ed

much.
They said she didn't seem to be.

HAZEL RUTH KING, Age 14.
- Norwich.

'
, The First Fall of Snow.

One morning last week, as I started
for school it began snowing. As I
was walking along I met some of my
school companions who told me they
were very glad that It was snowing.

The snow fell faster and thicker andby the time we reached the school
the ground waa almost covered with
snow.

When recess came it was still snow- -,

ing and we were delighted. We ran
around throwing snowballs at one an-
other ufltil the bell rang.

In the afternoon there was no school
and though ..It had stopped snowing
most of us were thinking of going
sliding.

I did not care to slide, so I didmy home work and then read a book.
I had Just- - finished It when a friend
of mine asked me to go skating. I
consented so we went and stayed till
C o'clock, when we came home.

GLADTS HOULE, Age 18. a
Stafford Springs.

Ths Waif Of Ths Snow Forest.
Two hunters, wearing snow-sho- es

and carrying guns, were en a moose
trail In, the Canadian woods when a
sudden noise startled them. Ihlsnoise, like moaning, came from the
thicket nearby and If It was a moose
they should take heed not to frighten
It off. One of them, threw a stickbut it had no effect upon the occu-
pant of the thicket so they decided toget ready their guns for fear ft was a
wild cat, and then they bravely push-
ed their way through. .. When they
came to where the noise was com-
ing from, they found themselves star-
ing upon a sight calculated to amaze
them, for there, half lying In the snow
was a child, a sturdy looking littlecnap not over rive years or age pos-
sibly, and uttering sounds that the
hunters now . realized wore . pitiful
moans.

Apparently the little fellow had
actually tried to light a fire, for titers

A CHILD POET
- The jmgle of verse is attractive to

' most young children. Many of them
- play at- - rhyming, a few write verses,

but hardly any achieve poetry.
I know "e. child who, between the

ages of seven .and nine, wrote some
fifty or sixty poems; and in these' poems is that rare thing in children's

, verse inspiration. There is plenty of
doggerel; there is nonsense; there is,' inevitably, a certain amount 6f derivative--
verse; in sense of form and the

- use of words she rarely comes up to
Marjorie's level:-- , but in spite of her
Innocence, in spite of her halting
verse and rather slipshod observation,

. f genius slhines- out here and there as
dazzling and unmistakable as stare at
midnight. '

"The Oak That Spoke to "Me" is the
title of one of her earlier poems, and
the choice of title alone is, in a. child
of seven, amazing:

I wandered In the lonely wood
And looked about me; as I stood
I felt in a strange quiet mood.

v f t .'.' I ' .. i , , ''.'I heard the soft wind gently sigh,
I heard the owl's faint distant cry,
I heard the gay stream rattle by.

'Beside me grew a stately oak
Whose branches looked like fairy folk,
Brothers to the dwarfs of smoke.

And as I gazed it spoke to me,
.Telling of tflie fairies wee, .

And of their land so rich and-free- .

And as it spoke the soft wind sang, '
The streamlet rippled, the church bells

rang.- - '(.-..- - ,

And that on my thoughts will ever
hang.- ;. c. ,

"

Her imagery in the third stanza Is
more precise than would appear to less
observant eyes; she had noticed the
hort, thin spurts of , smoke blown

crooked and angular in a draught, and
their likeness to the crinkly little twigs
and branches of the oak she sets down
,)oldly with no circumlocution just
"Brothers to tne owara or smoke.
And her descriptions are occasionally
as swirt s.no. vsvm as ner simues
there fs no doubt about them. The
tulip --i- "Hanasum tinip, brightly
lined;" snowdrops are "dainty;". "The
larch tree showers its feathery green;"
"The Danaynon snines as a sun," or,
in the excellent verse: , , -

Then Autumn came In glory clotbed,
And Summer took her flight;

He clothed the trees in red and gold, '

x And turned the willows white. ,

? But, illee the writing of most chll-Sre- n,

her epithets are mainly general
and imitated there ia mora reflection
than exact observation. And It is the"
serious quality of her reflections that


